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Iy lifted beautiful June Warner, The
overcoat and eap moved not o moscle,
| but from far off Ned Warner, in the
tifth boat of that strange regntia,
through his powerful binoculars saw
thet landing, saw June cling to her
newly found protector, siw, from the
bend of i Nedd, that the urtlst's eves
were filled with nppreciation for the

Strifght up the dock they run o the
street and hailed a passing taxi and
whirled nway.

A keen little racer dashed up, spray-
Ing the water in 1 glittering tronslo-
cent sheet ns it curved into the slip,
From it sprang the binck Vandyked
Gllbert Blye in time to see the taxicab
whirl away with beonutiful  June

[ e Through his powerful hinoculars Ned
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Warner gaw Blye gesticulating with
anger, snw the heavy, ronnd headed
Edwards ¢llmb elumsily upon the dock
und gtamp his foot.

A third boat, a trim, lithe little cut
ter. From it scrnmbled the white mus.
tached Orln Cunninghiam. Through his
powerful hinoculnrs Ned Warner aaw
Cunningham, too, give way to n fit of

nesday and Thursday | s i bis s i he s these

TWELFTH EPISODE.
The Spirit of the Marsh.

CHAPTER L

BTHAM yuwl, with blnck smoke

pouring  from  her  stovepipe,

suildenly stopped its churning
Bulfwiry ucross New York bay
us the prineipal passenger, n long nosed
woinnn with hilgh arehed brows, récog-
nlzed through o wabbly Jolnted® tele-
geope the lenders o a procesglon of
five specdy motorhonts which swept
rapidly townrd her,

gen mrowid quick!™ the womin or-
dered ns the trst potorbout bore down,
and she dashed o cloder from her
berdy eye. “Here comes the runnway
brido!™

“I'm turning her now, ma'am,"” re-
ported a shore, thick Individual whose
round  fuce wad  onpe  consecutive
gmudge. “Don't you hear our engloes
gtopping "

“There ahe goes!" gereeched Honorln
Blye ns the long, uarrow steel gray
bont flaghied pust, benring, besliles ity
delver, n henutiful young gil 1n a
yiehting costume; protected as much
|m+lng§_!b!l) from the iying spray in the

'iﬁ_l_: uf i Ll ey with oo goft felt hat

apd n loogely kuofted eravat.

"Why, she lsp'f with my husband!”
cried Honorln Tilye, 20 mesmasa——
t="No'm," confessed Bill Wolf, putting
a fresh smudge on his round face ns
the cinder laden smoke rolled downi
“not now.” His perplexity cleared.
He spled the second boat. “There he
¢nmes !

“Gilibert!” serenmed the woman as
the secondl bont shot by, driven by &
heavy man with n round head and
thick Hdded eyes and enrrying ns ita
passenger a durk, handsome man with
a black Vandyke, whoge whole atten-
tlon was fixed on the beautiful glrl in
the forward boat. “Gilly!" The dark,

Ned Warner Gritted His Teeth and
Clinched Hin Fists,

handsome man pald no nttention, “You |

vipes" she shvleked; thon she whiried
to BIL Wolf, “Why don't you turn this
arownd and clinse them?”

sWe're  turnlng,  matnm," reported
Bitl Wolf, lookigs nuxiously tn nt the
cngineer, “Don't you hear the englue
reversing

The thind bont shot past, driven by
n owhite mustnebed man In evenlog
vlothes,

wIhat's the creature who corrupted
my hugband!” shricked Honorln., “He
wis with Glibert the night he took his
trank nway! You benst!” she scream
ed, und then she caught sight of the
occupnnts In the fourth bout, a little
chiuftenr with binzlng eves aud the
tintest of mustnches and n sEF womun,
who bent engerly forward

“Phe mald of the runiway bride!”
expliined the justly famous detective,

seoundrelly pursuers of his lovely bride
rice np the dock, They linlled a puss
ing taxl and whirled away up the
street.

A fourth bons, A lttle French chauf-
feur with 4 tiny wusthehe and a stie
woman with high clhieek bones, who
bent and unbent palufully os she was
plalled to the dock,

“Hey!" The overcont and cap at lnst
had wmoved, mpldiy, violently, They
pounced between Henrl and  Marle,
“Nou're pluched!”

“Plachied, monsienr?  Lmpogsible!”
protested Henrl tn ustonlshment, “For
what i It that we are pinchied? Bebold
the boat! We have returned 1t." Marle
started to run away.

“Hooray!" On his side Henrl Jerked
and, laughlng gayly, sprinted nfter
Muarle, Up on the street, in the shelter
of & wiurehouse, stoold i touring car, As
he ran Henrl rotched (o lifs pocket for
a key. Bebind them came pounding the
overcout nmd cap, blowing a sheill
watchman's whistle (hrough the slit in
the collar, The fogitlve from justice,
enslly outdistagelng the heavy rubber
boots, gulhed the car. With n bow
which bad In it nll the grace nd gal-
lantry: which coulil have been displiy-
ed lad he used much more tlme Henrl
ugglsted Mnrle to her seab. Io sprang
in Leside her, He lnserted his key. He
|nrc-ant-g_l;!h£ giarting hutton. Silence!
Bah! The motor wiis eoldl ™

“You're under nrrest!” And an lron:
like middie Onger (humped Heuorl on
the shoulder, A polleemnn bad nrrived,

“Arrest, M. OMcer? crled Henrl,
“Impossible.” And he made another
effort to-start b's engine. "“Look, the
bout we have'"—

“Do you kuow OfMeer Dowd?" nsked
Murle,

“Dowd ' repented the solemn police-
mun, shaking Lis head.

“Do you know OfMieer Moran®”

“Can't say ns 1 know Moran," .

“Do you know Officer O'Toole?" And
she Benmed high up into the solemn
pollcemun’'s face.

“O"Toole? O'Toole? East slde?”

“Listen, M. Oficer, eb?' broke In
Hoeunrl,

Mavle hnd foftlvely klcked him on
the shins,

“\WWe took the bont, yes, Imt you will
compreliend, monsienr’—

‘et It? He says lie took the bont!”
Tlils was from the enp and the over-
ot

“fake 'em nlong!” rumbled the enp
nnd ovetrcont,

Y1 guess ' hove to take yon,” the
ofMeer  sald  regretfully, "Wl you
wilk or will you ride? 1t's only up n
conple of biovks,™

“Walk ! exelnimed Henrl In aston-
sliment,  “Never!" [Tg rushed to the
front of his enr and eranked It O
they went to the pollee statlon.

CHAPTER I,

‘ FURTIVE oyed butler with n
i young faee on the withered
‘ nid stooped  body of an old
| min admitted the runfwny
bedde nod, bl escort nto 1 magniti-
cent studo hong with rare tnpestries,
embellished with exquisite paintings,
fitted with gonint furnlture aml ob-
Jecta of art from all over the world.
Aud here June Warner was infroduc-
ol by Artlst Durban to his wife, n
bright eyed womnn of great charm.
She recelved June with almost gushing
cordlality.

“The Spirit of the Marshes," laughed
Durban, and It was with a profession.
al eye that h¢ this time surveyed the
beantiful girl, It was an utterly im-
possible  adventure®my dear” He
wtoodl befors an elaborately carved
Florentine table, while the ladles sat
in the Inglenook, in the fiare of ‘tho
grateful fire. His eyes stlll glowed
with the excitement of the morniug,
and he laughed. *“¥irst time I've had
a chiancs to usa the revolvers you

Bill Wolf. “Da you notice that we're | nke me carry when I go out for the

turning now, ma'am?’
“Ned Warner, the deserted groom!”
announced Honorla Blye ns the Afth

marsh sunrise, 1 was busy sketching,
trying to oatch that wonderful scarlet
of the sun and the mist—you know,

boat darted past. Ned held bluoculars my dear—when suddenly 1 heard n
to his eyes, and they were focused al- plerolng screnm. It could come but
ternately on beautiful June Warner In [ 0 one direction—the hut. Immense!
the arm of the nrtist and upon the A real adventure! I folded my easel,
closely puewuing Gllbert Blye. With g o0 o ravolvers and told Jimmy to

him were o plump and placid small
man, who drove with unwelcome
creases in his brow, and a generously

push through the reeds for life or

plump young womap, who was half | deeth. Before we could reach the hut

hysterieal,

there were shrieks upon shrieks in A&

wWe're turned, ma‘um,” sald Bill | yeung girl's volce, then shots, one aft-
Wolf, clutching Honorin Blye by the |er another. Wonderfull” He shook
elbow. “Don't you see the Federal [ pack his long halr and laughed, axd

bulding "

his wife paled. June trembled and

On the @ock there stood n watchman | grew faint with the memory of it, and
who consisted of an overocat and cap, | her eyss dlstended with a recurrence

sud sllently, metionlesaly hour by hour

Leauty of the fair little runawny bride: - i
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June as “the Spirit of the Marah."

of lher terror,  “As we burst through
the tall marsh rushes 1 saw on the Is
land this beantiful crenture held by
a glgantie wurderer. A woman with 1
benutlful silk shawl over her rough
elothing wns running toward the hnot.
Another murderous thief was lylng on

the ground. Down the chanpel from
the open wanfer there cime two speed
boats, ope delven by n o man with a
mustache, I evening clothes and o
silk hat, and the other, driven by n
round besded man, carvied o dork.
butdeome fellow with o bluek Vau-
dyke, who stood up shooting two re-
volvers. 1 fired in the afe, The gl
guntic murderer drapped  thls  benutd-
ful erenture, and she ran shrieking to
my boat, in tervor ot only of the des.
perate bandlt, but of the men o the
oits.  Jhinmy threw on full spech
and away we dirted, hotly pursued ny
an entlre bay fall of shonting, gestle-
nluting people. , It wos qauarvelons! 1
have never enjoyed such o morning!”

*You poor dear!” ‘The nrti=t's wile
was lostantly conteite, "You must be
tred and colid amd belf famislad ol
feightenced 1o deatl,  And youn've all
wot!™  She mlsed June by the haod,

“The Spivit of the Marsh,” wased the
nriist, studying June critically.

Mes, Duarban's bright eyes sparklod
back at Llm s she led June nway to
e own rooms, where she selected o
negliges for her benutiful chinrge,

L] L] L] . L] L] .
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In a richly furndshed office whlch
contnined ug hint of u"e?mwn exveph
for ﬁa u.-fo]; one Fm[! tflu umz TOWS of
push ]'“U""E sit Glibert Bive nud Ovin
l.'lllmfll;:llu'.‘n and T J. Bdwards o
eirnest conference, Cunoingham still
I bis evening clothes, Edwards still
with his pajnmns Luttoned luxide bis
‘eont nnd the carpet slippers on Lils
feet.  Dutton after button the back
Vandyked man pushed, nnd one nfter
another stent, stealthlly moving, now
connnuoieative men coue In ol with
e faces vecelved thelr Instruetions
anid departed.

Ienri and Muarle stood in front of a
mwottle fuced desk sergeant with n
suusnge-like red muostache,

SYoul mumes,” he demanded,

“Volln! agreeably  returned Hentl
S1onime-ugh! And e Nfted his oot
sharpdy,  Marle ind Klvked blm v the
sthilus,

“He s Jmles Lefon suapped Marie

sNon! Non! Nen!" Indignantly ob
Jectegl Henel, nod thore ensued n vigor
ous nreument,

“And | am use Hesper,” cnlmly
finfshied Marie,

“Whnt's the chinrge®" nskeéd the desk
sergennt

“Swiping a bont.”  This honrse In
formation enme from the overcont and
ea .,

1 don't know about the Frenchmnn,”
whispered the phenomennlly long po
leeman in the sergennt’s red ear, “but
the girl seems to be nll right. She
kuows Officer Dowd on the vast slile
and  Moran and O'loole' and that
buneh," /

“On!"  The mformatlon seemed to
hnve some welght. The oficer rnised
heavily from his  wile chalr  aml
wuddled through the door just buck of
m. e was gone long, sllent min
tites; but when le cnme Yook his brow
wis knotted Into what seemed per
manent ecorrugations. “So you're a
friend of Dowd and Moran and O'Toole
and that bunch!” he thundered nt the
luckless Marle,  “Well, T telephoned
‘em nll, nnd not n one of '‘em knowa
nny Rose Mesper! Lock ‘emup!”

“Tat, monsieur, it is A% o mistake!"
erled the psendo Jules Lefon, “Made-
molselle I8 no"'—

Crnek!  That kiek on the shin was
dlstinetly audible thronghout tha lttle
room, but it had lts effect. Henrl at
last had the hint, and he shut his lips
tightly together beneath his tiny mns-
tache as he nnd Marie, to the intense
gratification of the overcoat and cap,
were led away and locked in thelr re-
apective cells.

1n the dainty rose And white drawing
room which Ned and June Warner had
fitted up to be their nest Ned sat in
consultation with June's father and
mother amnd Bobble RBletherlng aund
June's bosom friend, Irls, and the
three detectives. Omn the floor by Mrs.
Moore's feet lay June's handsome col-
lie, Bouncer, but at the first mention of
his mistress' name he was up and
barking loudly.

“Your wife's dog?' said the chief of
Ned's detective force, and Ned nodded.
*We'll take him."

Out in the bay a steam yawl, its
atovepipe cold, was being towed majes-
tieally In by & rowboat, at the oare of
which sat a thin whiskered fsherman
and & boy with cracked knuckles and &
short, thick man, whose face was one
continvous retary amudge. This wan

foll,  On boand the yawl and urgiog
her erew with belpfpl volees and ges-
ture svis Houorin' Blye, cinders in her
high arched brows, elnders In her dark.
ened holr and olnders In her disposi-
ton,
L] - . L] L] L] [ ]

How cheerfnl wns the blazing fire as |

June reclined in the Inglenook, a cup
of hot coffe¢ on o tuboret Ly her side
and & comfortuble drowslness stealing
over her! 8he dld not know how pret-
ty she was io the filmy negligee, but
Heunett and Vivian Durban did as
they sat at the little studio table,
which was their favorite breakfust

place, and turned pleased eyes npon

thelr beautifnl guest

Thelr pleasure in June, however, wins
gearcely equal to the charming pieture
of domesticlty which they afforded
June, It wns such plensant compan.
fonship that she had expected to en-
joy with Ned, just they two nlone.
But that tete-n-tete hreakfast was yet
to come. How long must it be to the
end of that sepirntion which bad be-
gun on thelr wedding day, begun in
only a few fleating hours after thelr
marrlnge? The happiness bad lasted
only through the golug awny amld a
shower of rlea and through those first
blssful moments nlone in the Pulliminn
drawing room, surronnded by thelr
white ribboned luggage.

In the rlehly furnished office one

efter nuother of the silent, grave faced,
gtenlthlly moviug men came in and
gave their low volved reports to the
engor Cunuingbam, the confident Blye,
the impatient Edwards, At last one of
the tnen hironght in a fellow who bore
4 young face on the stooped and with-
ered figure of an old mon, This fellow
approached the tnble furtive eyed ou
Blye's invitntion, and they all mum-
bledl together for awhile in low volces.
He put something in his pocket as he
went out, and he left the three men
Inughing. They rose to go. They bhad
finikhed their otfice work,

A butler Lronght in the mall to: the
purbans a8 they finlshed thelr brenk-
fust. Durban wnlked out toward the

#A desd to this house!” she cried.

garden. He scemed nnxlous to conceal
gomething, His wife followed. Durban
opened a long envelope with an ex-
pectant smile and took from it n folded
document.

“My dear”—his volee vibeated with
pleasure—"can’'t keep my secrct To-
morrow s the fourth anulversary of
our wedding, and here Is my glft In
commemorntion of thnt happy event,”

Her eyes siiulng, the woman took the
document nud opened It

“A deed o thig house!l™ shie erled,

wAnd all that 6 contalns,” laughed
her  hugbnml, “everything. luclodlug
myself.”

Thoere was nn eselnwation of delight.
The womany kissed him agailn and
agn i i culled Uim a dear boy and a
good Loy and the best hushand Iy the
world, June, who had awakened and
followed them, drew back, so they
would not know that she had heard,
put she was glad for once to have been
an unwitting envesdropper, glad to
have shared] in this joyous moment.

CHAPTER Il

OWN at the dock Ned Warner's
D detectives appeared, and Boun-

cer, picking up the trall at the
Ianding, ran excltedly up to the
street ot the polnt wbhere Jupne and
Bennpett Durban had taken the taxk
Bouncer begin to go round and round
I widenlng clreles, whining, his nose
close to the ground. The trail was lost,
a8 they had known that trall would be,
and from here the detectives scattered,
secking everywhere In thelr own meth.
ods fora clew to the whereabouts of the
runaway bride. As they left the vicin
ity a rowbatt pulled slowly up to the
dock, drngging bahind It a steam yawl
with frosty mist on its stoveplpe, sud o
very much begrimed lady with & loug
pose and bigh nrched brows landed and
went away without n word, pausing
only to cust n look of witheriug wcorn
nt the well known ‘and Justly famous
private detective, Blll Wolf, That short,
thick ludividunl, with much pufling ex-
ertlon, scrambled up o renewed the
smudge op his face with a rotary mo-
tion of his sleeve and swore profusely;
then he, too. stomped away.

Blye and Edwards and Conningham
ln & Juxurious limousine stopped at a
house, where they were ushered Into a
gry parior. A large Liond womnn came

fu to greet the callers, and to her Blye

___ (ontinued on Page 3.)
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 ANOTHER PROOF OF THE EFFICIENCY

OF ELECTRIC RANGES

The new Darland apartment houses on Fourth
Street will be equipped with Hughes Electrie
Ranges throughout, The installation of these
ranges will make these apartments the most
modern and convenient furnished apartments in
the city.

Why not have an electire range in your kome1{
Our meter readers are distributing a pamphlet
of information on this subject, please read it
carefully, then call at our office, where samples
are on display, for further information.

Eastern Oregon Light & Power
Company

MONUMENTS

Latest designs, made in La Grande. We have our own quarry.
Rubble and Dimension Stone always on hand. Concrete Blocks

Corner Greenwood and S. Ave.,
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E. C. DAVIS

La Grande, Oregon

Special Sale For
Saturday

FIRST PUBLIC MARKET

Harris Block Phone & Delivery
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MAKE A NOTE of the f.ct that an sbstract is an ahsolute

necessity when you purchase real estate. No matter how well posted
you might be—you don’t have a full history of the parcel, as you
dc when we make an abstract of it. Accuracy guaranteed.

THE ABSTRACT & TITLE CO. ©
Foley Hotel Building.
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Its Time to Order
Your Groceries

Do it now—We're waiting, ready, instantly
to fill your wants, Order before the heat
of the day.

Fresh Strawberries, direct from Hood Riv-

B e S e 2 for 25
New carrots, 3 bunches for .....ooi....25¢
Green onions, 3 bunches for ........m..10€
Radishes, 3 bunches for ... 10€
Asparagus, 4 bunches for........... 25¢

New tomatoes
Oranges 25¢ to 60c per doz.
¢ Lemons 35¢ per doz
¢ Grape juice, from 10c to 90¢ per bottle, in
Red Wing, Armour’s, Welch’s and Royal
Purple. Snider’s, Campbell’s Preferred
and Heinz Soups, andi many other good
things all ready to make a quick lunch.

20¢ per 1b.

e

C. J. BLACK
GROCERY

Corner Fir and Adams
- Phone Main 16
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